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" Beat her.   Beat her.   Make her get a move on."

"She's all right."

"No, no.   Beat her/'

I would dawdle happily along, meditating on the
glory of the desert. Then:

"YaBek!   Ya Bek ! "

"Yes/'

'' Catch up with me.   Beat her.''

At three o'clock I said, "Look here, this isn't a
race."

" No, but we must hurry or we shan't have time to
visit Sheikh Selman."

" Why should we visit Sheikh Selman ? "

"That's where we must spend a night."

"But why?"

" He's a great friend of the Basha's."

" Are his tents far away ? "

"Oh, yes.   Very far."

" Do we have to go there ? "

'' For meat and water.''

" But we've got water in the skins."

"Yes, but not meat."

"I've got meat in a tin.   Ox meat."

" As you will," he said, rather sulkily.

"Why do you want to go to the tent of Sheikh
Selman? "

" Because he's a friend of the Basha."

I gave up. I was sore and tired, and it was an effort
to have to search for every word one wanted to say. By
five o'clock I was exhausted. Sudan kept shouting
to me to catch him up, but I was too annoyed to
answer. After I had been silent for a while, he waited
for Ashwa to draw level to Gaude. Then he looked
at me.